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Died 


Author's Notes: 
Just a sudden outburst of inspiration, idek.. 


It was the day of the funeral. The funeral. The funeral How was he going to handle it? How could he possibly 
take it? How could he stand steps away from the lifeless, cold body and speak with a straight face, a straight 
face that would suggest that he could deal with it, that he could handle it, without paying a single tear to the 
undertaker for his friend, his dearest friend. 


There he stood in front of the mirror, putting on his black suit. This felt ridiculous to him, it felt almost as a 
joke, like an undignified doing. He found it ridiculous that people put any effort at all to look good at a funeral, 
that's why he felt almost as if he was getting dressed for a wedding, which made him even more uneasy. Who 
would cared what he looked like among all those gravestones, among all the wooden crosses? The dead? 
Doubttully. All he knew and all that mattered was that if Layne could see him, he wouldn't care whether his 
friend was wearing a suit or a goddamn morgue body bag. All he would care about is whether he could see 
Jerry's blue eyes clearly and he wouldn't want to see tears in them. But he still had to do it, to at least make 


himself feel like he was standing on his feet, to fool himself that an action as simple as putting clothes on 


didn't torture him out of his skin, because these days everything hurt him, but nothing hurt as much as 
breathing when he knew his best friend breathed the same air no more. 


Jerry started doing up the buttons of his jacket. He stared into the mirror, but he didn't see anything other 
than what his mind's eye was showing him. One button up. And he was almost proud he had reached so far, 
without a single tear streaming down his face. He remembered the sight of Layne's dead body, found so late 
after his actual death. His eyes watered and he shook his head to shake off the image. Second button He was 
staring at his reflection, trying to get a grip on his emotions and his face was almost as stern as usually, 
when realization hit him again - he would never see his best friend again His eyes watered again. He reached 
for the third button. Another one down. Two fo go. All the people there would be crying, he knew Layne was 
deeply loved, having loved him the most of everybody and he knew there was nobody as worthy for love as 
Layne was. But he was starting to slip. He was disassociating every other minute these days and he couldn't let 
that happen while he was holding his speech for Layne. He couldn't break. But it was already happening. Fourth 
button His eyes were running among the smooth surface of the mirror, hoping that this would save him from 
his tears. But he was losing control. A strange feeling started crawling on the floor, approaching him slowly, like 
a snake. It crawled up his leg slowly, he could almost hear it hissing, even though it knew it couldn't be real. It 
crawled a little further and it felt like it stopped and coiled up in his chest with no intention of leaving. It was 
the feeling of panic. He couldn't escape his grief in any way. fifth button He looked in his own blue eyes in the 
mirror and he felt like he couldn't breathe anymore, because all the realizations that he had already drawn a 
long time ago, they kept punching his chest as if he was discovering them for the first time. He had to talk on 
his best friend's funeral. He had to watch his cold, blue, decomposing body. But he was afraid to talk about it, 
as if saying it out loud would make it true, even though it was already reality. Saying it out loud would mean 
that he was accepting that his friend had died Saying it out loud would mean there's no turning back He was 
dead. 


